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Popcorn 


Author's Notes: 
Some random kind of PWP with a silly kind of ending. 


At first James only noticed Lars's hand had missed the pop corns it should have been aiming for. And he was 
going to whisper that to Lars, but stopped breathing instead when the hand fell on his crotch and squeezed. 


His head turned to the side, his eyes went wide, his hand shot to Lars's forearm and squeezed too, hoping to 
hurt. 


Lars kept on drinking his coke and watching the movie as if nothing was wrong. He laughed at a joke and shook 
his arm out of James's grip. 


Only to grab his crotch again 


This time James gasped loudly. Someone in the front moved. Someone else shushed him. 


They heard They heard Don't move. Maybe they could see, maybe. 
Lars's fingers started rubbing and massaging, and James felt heat go up his spine to his cheeks. His skin 
prickled. His own fingers dug into the seat. On the big screen, people started yelling. Someone cheated on 


someone else or whatever the hell. They yelled and it made James feel like yelling, too. 


The warmth spred all over. His breathing sped up, and he tried to keep his mouth close. His eyes closed on the 
main character firing his gun. 


Lars fumbled with the button, the zipper, the underwear, and then his hand was diving inside, grabbing what it 
found there. James bit on his lower lip. He heard more gunshots. He could only hear those and his heart. 


Then something else wrapped around him, something moist and as hot as his head felt. 

James opened his eyes, saw a second of people running on the screen, then saw Lars's head. Whatever noises 
his mouth was probably making were covered by the loud movie soundtrack. And James hoped it would cover 
the sounds he was going to end up making, too. 

He watched Lars move like a fucking expert for a few shaky seconds, before his eyes had to fall shut. 

The warmth worsened and burned. His lip slipped back under his teeth, and he felt like yelling again 


Shit shit shit shit 


His feet kicked the (thankfully empty) seat in front of him. Nothing mattered at that moment, safe for Lars's 
mouth and what it was doing to him. Another gasp escaped. 


His eyes opened as he gulped between intakes of air. His chest rised and fell too rapidly, and he stilled, eyes still 
on a bit of the ceiling, a bit of the screen His fly was zipped close. He heard Lars drop back onto his seat, 
then stealing his pop corn and starting to munch on them. He swallowed again. 


James couldn't look at him. 


And he startled when Lars's hand fell on him again, silently begging for him not to try something worse. And 


what could be worse? 

The hand only searched for his own, and stayed there over its back, unmoving. He could barely see them in 
the dark, and when he finally gathered the courage to look at Lars's face, he could barely see it too. But his 
eyes reflected the bright movie, and he saw when they turned to him. 


Lars drew closer. 


Ís he going to fucking- 


"Bet your girlfriend can't do that." 


